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If you gaze down from this balcony you can see one cemetery and a 
park. 

From my left Nistri looks at the green patch and tells me that whenever 
he tried to find a free bench in some park he always found precisely two 
unoccupied benches and invariably he sat on the empty bench nearest to the 
only other available one. 

I don'tpay attention to him I just keep on smoking outhere on the balcony 
surrounded by the tremendous din blasting from inside my apartment. 

In the living room Anna La gets off the sofa turns the music even louder 
and pitcher on her right fist helps herself to more vodka while the fingers of 
her left hand kindly rest between her legs on the equilateral tiny knoll that 
betrays her cunt hidden under a black spandex. 
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Nistri opens his mouth again and tells me back in the day he had a 
girlfriend who one day was seventeen minutes late for work or maybe not 
even as much. 

"And what about it?" 

"Nothing man. The bitch didn't make it on time and they fired her and 
she left and then she took a walk in the park." 

"So?" 

"So, after all that, she came back home and accused me of her being 
late coz I'm the one who I'm every morning too slow and it always takes me 
forever to scoop the diaphragm out her twat." 



"But why didn't she take it out faster herself?" 

"Her fingers were too short" says Nistri "some malformation I guess, 
have no ideea, usually these things are coordinated, the fingers' length, the 
cavities' depth, etc, etc..." 

I go back inside to get another cigarette. Anna La throws me a vacant noSO MEthinaoio 
look and mumbles something. ~ 

"What?" 

"I've got a diaphragm with tiny wings, handles, ears, 'derstand?" 

"Right, right, but do you know where those cigarettes are?" 
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"No, I don't." 

The cigarettes are right in front of her. 

"I exist in this world," cries Anna La " but as an opposite of a wing stuck 
into a body with which I entertain a marvelous indifferent relationship, in the 
best case..." 

Nistri says he's going to go get some more beer and one time just like 
now he'd gone out to get beer and when he left the building and looked left 
and right to get his bearings so as to be able to find his way back there to that 
foreign place he had taken as point of reference a stray dog that kept hanging 
around the entrance-exit door and then he never found the mutt or made it 
back with the beer and he'd drunken it by himself on a bench in a park near 
a cemetery. 
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Nistri said he's gonna leave but I see he's not going anywhere. 

Perhaps he doesn't want to get lost again amongst buildings in-between 
these places full of people who aren't home. Maybe he forgot to get away just 
as he's forgotten to not look anymore at himself in the mirror or to start to 
love certain beings or at least countless objects in spite of the fact that he had 
proposed this thing to himself a few few times. 

The night has arrived and one cannot see anything anymore. Anna La 
declares that you can no longer see the park and the cemetery because of the 
darkness. 

But Nistri doesn't agree. He's convinced that both of them closing for 
the public at eleven PM sharp and now being almost midnight they can't be 
seen anymore because they're shut. 



I don't know who's right, I think either both of them or none. 

Nistri looks directly through Anna La and calmly tells her that the 
darkness is composed of these very very soft opaque and extremely small 
elements which being terribly scared tremble hoping that as minuscule as 
they are all of a sudden they might not even start to not exist anymore because 
of completely and totally unknown reasons. 

"You know what? I prefer my own darkness, every and each of us, should 
better stick to his own personal darkness." bursts Anna La "this explanation 
of yours reminds me of my birthday when I kept waiting for you to come to 
pick me up and go out in town some place and I got myself dressed and I 
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undressed and I got dressed and I undressed again and again and I've rolled 
my polka dot lilla socks on my legs from big to small from long to short a 
thousand times until it downed on me that everything we'll never ever do 
together already was hovering around me and it seemed as if that thing was 
stalking me from somewhere from my room's corner where I was living 
between one bed and a clothes hanger. That unseen ogre was staring at me 
straight in the face from where it hung bent from that hanger some dead 
specter yet alive which among other things it's your perfect likeness Nistri, 
do you remember? Remember how you never showed up? Not even a phone 
call, nothing, nothing at all..." 

"No, I don't remember anything, nothing! What clothes hanger? Are 
you nuts?" 
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"No, but I was thinking... yesterday I found a piece of paper on my 
door." 

"So?" 

"An' nothing, it's from someone. He didn't find me home and left a note. 
You wanna see it? Here it is." 

"Writing...by moonlight / Bambi died from aids. / Fucked her! / Damn 
it! / Damn it all! / She kept it to herself... / Thank God. / She wrote poems/ I'll 
come Back again I think... /you think... /Big Whoop! / Fuck You, /Slice Smith / 
2131 W Potomac / garage/" 



Nistri reads the note. Anna La drinks. I Slice. Bambi writes poems stiff 
in the hole. 

The night pants in the dark. 

I say nothing because you can't say much about the things about which 
you can't say anything the same way nothing happens if you tell someone 
something and everything there's now all around and inside you rests just 
the same as before as if you had said nothing and this said thing this unkilled 
fetus right then at that moment and in the act of saying becomes the deaf 
and blind messenger with no arms and legs which definitively breaks you 
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away from your place mixt with the other ones' time unglued from you who 
are barely you you when you can't even arrive at yourself but keep calling 
upon fake maneuvers long overdone which volens nolens take you toward an 
unfindable carcass that contains but a moving substance full of the broken 
pieces of your past from where you cannot react anymore but as a creature in 
need of a future absolution with the hope that this will distract your attention 
from your toothbrush to somebody else's toothpaste which unsurprisingly 
is out of your sight and gone into a too bland realm which brings you an 
idontwannadoanythinganymore mood and not even that but you torture 
yourself trying to say something and to spread in the air funny noises that 
produce too few nanowonders impossible to be heard by your well uncorked 
ear or to be decoded by your hazy brain which didn't even get a chance to 
hang you on the slippery corner of your bedsheet which should have had to 
protect your frail powerlessness headed against the unbearably inteligible 
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murmur of the dry branches grown out of you and thrown over what you 
could not confess with your mouth pressed upon your thoughts' placenta 
which you'll never be able to utter even if you stubbornly resay something 
unsaidly said like an unmute mute that you are when you don't keep quiet 
when you shut up. 

So, nothing comes out of my mouth. What you do, it's your own 
business. 

Anyhow, about you, I only know you now read these words. 

It is very unlikely we two have ever met. You can't really meet 
someone. 

Anyway I did try and I've met dogs unknown for no reason I met a 
guava left behind you alone I met a custom made man who didn't show up 
for the fitting I met a Quetzalquatl with the same name I met a moldavian 
born in Bistrita I met a labium unpaired by forgetfulness I met a catatonic 
faucet I met a night you cannot get over I met an atom divisible by milk cubed 



I met clothes taken off by mistake I met the only one denizen of China I met 
an underwearless insect I met two mothers who gave birth to the same child 
I met a claw without the crow I met the only loneliness that becomes you I 
met an unending bird I met the pointlessness forgotten between two chairs I 
met the looking-back God I met an one letter alphabet I met a fart of a kin in a 
limousine I met a morning with a zebra taste I met a poet not undead enough 
I met the happinessmaker machine that got stuck I met someone baptized 
Comma You. 

Anna La has fallen asleep on the sofa. One of her knockers hangs out of 
her shirt. 

Nistri used a bedsheet and made himself a hammock out in the balcony. 
He snores already. I'm writing you. 

You who have written one poem the first one in the first grade and the 
second in the second you who have some belly button lint in your navel no 
one knows about you who have invisible elephants in your pockets you who's 
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seen himself leaving the trolleybus stop in the trolleybus you just missed you 
who have not been there you who has gotten pregnant with a stray dog you 
who forgot to read the goat with zero kids tale you who have met Fibonacci in 
Borges' library you who asked God how many loose Marasesti cigarettes you 
get as change you who has something in the ear of the one sitting beside you 
you who talk to the fish in aquarium in Serbian you who'll end up in heaven 
dead you who resuscitates a duck and perform a mouth to bill blow job you 
who's accused of spermicide you who are sentenced to fifty years of standing 
on one leg you who stare in middistance for no reason you who teach the 
course called: 

The nebulous ubiquity of the low-hanging fruits 

... let's suppose the existence of a chayote. 

The word chayote, we're told, is borrowed from Nahuatl. 

Yeah, right... I almost see a few conqistadores chasing the wild goose in 
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the jungle begging some savages for a name for a vegie. 

"Can I have that chayoutli to bug it a little to shed two vowles out of it 
and then to call it chayote and give me the fuckin legume coz I haven't eaten 
shit since we'd left Valladolid!" 

More things are taken than given and in spite of all this the sum remains 
[less than] zero. 

Butanyhow, the screwed up chayoutli is in business. It victoryangysperm 
kinda landed in Wikipedia. 

This is the neoplasms' destiny they're never left with no cigarettes or 
options; they invent the object and the name for it too, this way you can't go 
wrong only if you do. 



Contrary to all expectations, the things have the tendency of coming 
from somewhere. 

Usually from somewhere very close-by regardless of how far away that 
place might be, let's say, one zillion spherical miles away. 

One day should be around here someplace or watch it, watch out, coz 
you gonna get it. 

noSOMEthingology 
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No mention of chayote in the Bible. God avoids the regenerative qualities 
of its cells. 

It has been proven that God is someone else. 

CNN says, a guy found Jesus, by default, but he couldn't be identified. 

In order to support this information, they quoted an academician who 
puports that the anus is not a substitute for the vagina. 

Nistri REMs aloud in his hammock and says one day he also met one of 
those academy professors but they couldn't agree on the price. "These wise 
asses, a sorry bunch of substituted substitutes. Some kind of bugs turned 
inside out who can't stop swarming inside their own guts but as their innards 
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hang out you can see from a mile away how they fumble any which way. Two- 
leggedless hexapods, in deed." 

Anna La opens her eyes. Using two fingers, she's slowly guiding her 
breast back under her shirt. "You know what that specter told me that day? 
He told me his name is N Minus One." And Anna La drew the n-1 formula 
in the air. " N minus fuckin one. Are you listening, Nistri? That thing is you. 
Something minus you, equals you." 

Who knows who Nistri is? Minus, plus, matters not. Anna La, might 
have seen something. 

As if one could ever see anything. 



Well, if you can't even see the cemetery is either because you are six 
feet under or you aren't quite born. 

But when you can't see your pupil anymore means you are either a 
shitty teacher or you can't see your own eye peephole because all that's in 
your field of vision blocks it and sneaks in through it and eventually becomes 
what you (intend to] see. 

Tools aren't fond of being focused upon because they are just tools. 

A slit in the iris is a tool but you can't use this tool neither to see nor to 
visualize what God did during the eighth day and for that matter, what he's 
been up to ever since. 
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Of the previous seven days we have some idea. 

But what did he do on the eighth day? 

I'll tell you; on the eighth day and from then on, God did nothing. He just 
loafed around because there was nothing left to do; absolutely everything 
had already been done, by him. 

God knows not he is a tool. 

God believes he is God. 

I know God is a tool because I know he didn't use any tools his first (and 
last] week on the job. Logically then, he himself must have been the tool. 
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You can't hatch something of no consequence, say, an entire Universe, 
without tools. 

So, what does a toolless guy after a few days of work using no tools? 
Nothing, that's what he does. 

And to top it off he took the Sunday off, if i recall correctly. 

Anyway, even if he wanted to do something more, it would have been 
impossible squared because no one, not even God, can do any one thing, over 
and after, it had already been accomplished. 



What is done is done. 

You might try to do it again but then, you don't do it, you are redoing it. 

No true copy is identical to the original (not even with itself]. 

It's like lusting to screw someone who has already been thoroughly noSO MEthinaoio 
screwed. You can't effect the same screwing anymore. £j 

You can try, but you'll just end up with another another mercy mercy 
fuck fuck. 

It turns out, unerring repetition cannot be achieved, by either man or 
God. 
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And out of nowhere, the scrap of time I still had, the spot I still hung 
to and I as well, all these three, have incestuously admixed, have reciprocally 
denatured and terribly entangled themselves. 

Now, I justfinger the time unleftme, I crumple the amputated spacesheet 
gauzed around me, I grope amid a shattered I. 

Neither as somebody else, nor as that one nor as this one nor as the 
other one but as an amalgamated being stuffed with a toxic pregnancy. 

An all-wrong I, evolved into an untoward threesome fit out with two 
arms and two legs, a shipwrecked someone on three different seas, hurled on 
all and each of the unknown beaches of this world, flung at once from far and 
wide and cast, left for dead, simultaneously everywhere. 
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In the distance, some bowed hillocks don't really pay much attention 
to me but I keep on gently walking on this dusty road. I hardly progress. My 
advance is minimal, imperceptible. 

I step circumspectly avoiding the stones strewn on the ground, I shun 
these jagged perils which long ago were the filler between, not two, but three 
rails; one for one one-way to leave, one for a one-way return and one for 
staying where you are. 

Presently, the rocks don't wait anymore there between the irons, under 
the wagons of nowhere, they don't wait anywhere. You can see them here on 
this narrow road, heavy, sharp and too gray. 

It is infernally hot and I sweat some place 17 miles North off the main 



highway. The road has narrowed and it turned into a chocolaty path that 
meanders perpendicularly on everything you can set your eyes on. 

I am inserted between these hills, a doubtful dot on the screen of a 
disconnected GPS, an oval blip from which oozes something, some kind of 
a comma with an atrophied tail, a sign not to be named, an unnecessary 
almostcomma added across this path that leaves a bloody trace, too short 
and too thin, like a faulty scalpel cut. 

At the end, far away, is everything that isn't here, here near me, here by 
you, here on hand. 

I don't know whether this gap is measurable, attainable, dismissable. 
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I don't know where further is or how one can get anywhere, somewhere, 
or some other place. 

I hope this lack of knowledge of mine will lead me to the place [from] 
where I won't search anymore. 

I walk and I keep walking and as I go on this road I sink deeper and 
deeper into the remoteness of another kind of time, some type of dilated 
present loaded with horrid apparitions that all look alike and are the same 
as the disturbing space that separates and the presence of all kinds of absent 
things and all seems to be identical with my arbitrary blind crossings and 
with me in a photo when I was three. 
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I'm immersed in an exploded instant which doesn't wait quietly at the 
crossroads between past and future but compresses everything by extension 
and incessantly produces a whole, resplending in its wholelessness. 

I choke in the steam of an irresolute slave crushed by an absolute 
master who offers implacable compasses only to those astray at the Poles, 
the North or the South Pole, it doesn't matter which one. I, as a bewildered 
eskimo am retaining the right to choose the moment and the location of my 
extreme shivering where my own disorientation will reach the highest degree 
of accuracy. 

I climb and climb, when, from somewhere on the left, a green bird 
screeches horribly, unseen in a crooked tree. 



I gasp and gather in my lungs the broken air. 

Invigoration, none. 

A splinter of will enters my body a pseudoenergy against my 
propagation, against nature and fake too. 

I have arrived 



noSOMEthingology 
39 



to the point where I'm not feeling my legs anymore, my heart pounds 
fast, like the heart of a limping cornered rabbit, threatened by the fear that 
got him and defeated him and brought him to the state of a scared beast, 
fearful, frightened. 
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Exhausted, I lie concealed on a forsaken ant hill, I sit on the ground, on 
earth. 

Nailed to the Earth. 

A shiny ant looks at me from my shoe tip. I don't tell her anything; quite 
the opposite, I ignore her. 

I breathe with great care, slowly, silently, I don't want to violate the 
silence glued on all things around; on everything, on the air, on the sky, on all 
leaves and on this shiny ant who spies on me with a sharp lizard eye as if I 
were a giant ant filled with blood. 
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The see-thru silence, has permeated all, it has gotten into everything, in 
the grass, in stones, in the earth. I avoid this silence's death, I avoid death. 

I think of this immensly tiny ant and I hesitate. I don't know her, I don't 
kill her. If I squash her or if I don't, nothing will change. A dead ant means 
nothing, one alive, even less. 

With people, it's just the same. 

Some time ago I killed a man. I didn't know him and we remained 
perfectly unknown to each other to the end; but only by pure coincidence, 
not because it all happened in total darkness. 



I suppose he was a regular guy, perhaps discontent, perhaps vulgar. 
Maybe he was full of anxieties and unloaded all on his mate insulting her for 
no reason. Or maybe not. 

It might have been a second-rate librarian, some scared man, some 
jerk-off forced to be that way by the circumstances, some irrecoverable timid, 
some living snappish dude, now dead. 

It wasn't dramatic or like in the movies; not at all. 

After the bullet blew his guts, he fell like a sack full of ants, no noise, as 
he were made of rubber. 
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It was hard to leave him there but there was nothing left to do and 
besides, the rain begun to fall out of the sky. 

Later, I wasn't sure anymore... of anything, of nothing. 

Perhaps it could have been more appropriate to have had shot a 
female instead of a male. Anyway, I think this killing would have been just as 
disappointing whether the dead carried, ante or post mortem, a pussy. 

Next day, in the local paper one article read: "One man found shot 
dead on the alley behind Andrzej's Grill." A resident of Chicago named Peter 
Kousathanas. 
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Since then, this world tumbles in Cosmos with at least one less greezer 
alive. But the deceased still belongs to Terra as dead as he is, he still presses 
the earth with the same wheight as he were still alive. 

We all bear down on the Earth. 

The total wheight of all people on this world is 400 million tons. 

The total wheight of all the ants on Earth is also 400 million tons. 

Neither the dead greek nor the ant from my shoe tip will ever be aware 
of this coincidence. The ant is ridiculously light and shiny and doesn't know 
what's coming to her and she doesn't care, I don't think. 



I sit dead tired on this small mound and try to find my pulse. I carefully 
palpate my wrist but I find nothing, no throbs. As if I have no pulse, yet my 
heart, insistently, pumps some gallon and a half of blood throughout me. 

If you add 400 million tons of human flesh and bones to 400 million 
tons of abdomens, legs and ant antennae you end up with 800 million, of 
something. 

Approx. 800 million is the number of times the heart of man beats from 
conception to death. Lucky me, I've got no pulse. 

I trash the shiny ant and using a sharp stone I disjoin her in three 
bits which continue to spasmodically bustle and to head in three different 
directions on my shoe covered by a single speck of dust that sets on your 
surroundings from where you dream you entering this insect whose prevented 
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access to clepsydra asylum molds you into an utter semaphore that restricts 
the sphere of freely exhaling agonies from specifically marked orifices 
where your time cannot fit you dream you rendering obscure possibilities of 
phototaxy to slowly intervene in the behalf of the scarcity of pain amongst 
guttural human parts opposed to contact beyond subliminal daring you dream 
you discerning between prosaic cadaverine inoculation and acrobatic barrels 
of rejuvenating putrescine ever forced into steep fraxinellian technologies 
awake it still occurs to you that somehow nondescript objects of rage are 
blatantly peeping at you doubleparked facedown beneath the busy desert 
from where Anna La screams as hard as she can: 

"I had a plan... and a list... with ten points... not to be unhappy anymore, 
not to be stupid, not to want everything now, not to live in the past anymore, 
not to clean the immaculate surfaces of the room furnishings, not to trust the 
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males who screw me too well, not to masturbate during the night (and in the 
daytime], not to forget in the morning to do those seventeen antifart sit-ups, 
not to be left with no money most of the time, not to think of Nistri... But I 
didn't make... it... an' so what? 

so what 

all the attempts to hold your eyes' look void and still have failed 

we do still own horrendous stocks of prometheus liver lookalikes 

so what 

we couldn't tune the cybernetic halberd to the moving walls 

we didn't even get a chance to hear the nippleseekers passing by 



it seems 

we ended up with constipated Buddha ears 

but just one mouth eager enough to seep some joy 

from dipping everybody else's past in acid to relax 

it seems 

all this reacts to gentle pattings on your back 

as if it were a daily matter of awakening to sleep noSOMEthinaoio 

a simple need to need some doctrine to attack £j 

the beehive instinct of weaned fingers..." 

Nistri, can't take it anymore and... "Whatta hell zgoin' on with you sister? 
What? You're howling in tongues, what's with these screwed-up rhymes? 
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Don't fuckin scream no more! What? You can't see me? I'm right here, one 
goddamn foot away." 

"I can't see!" cries Anna La. "I don't seeeee!..." 

Nistri is a painter. He paints. One time he painted a picture of a Pict, her 
name is Fergusa and she was the most beautiful of the Picts' Pict. 

He did write a few words as well, but he gave it up. He complained he 
kept losing his pen and lately when the PCs where the thing, he said he has 
developed a funny fingertip pain from striking the keypad. 

I promised him I'd go tonight to his opening. On the way to the gallery, 
my boring walk reminds me of something but I cannot remember what. 
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So, I sway down the street together with my annoying lapsus. As if it were 
not enough, I sense somebody, or something, is also pacing, just behind me, 
hastening to reach me. I am taken in by some opposite of the walker's deja 
vu, almost an apres vu, I guess. For some unfathomable reason something is 
discreetly occupying almost one point nothing of my deficient shadow. 

Anyway, I arrive at the gallery a little late. There is a bearded eulogizer 
Dom chirodea a l rea dy speaking in the middle of the huge chamber. He exhorts a dithyrambic 

^ clatter I have rarely witnessed. His rant addressed to no one. The room is 

empty. I, absent by the entrance, my painter friend, transfixed in a corner. 

The speaker warns us of the enormous dangers of our false humility 
as represented in the great masters' paintings. We are cautioned about the 
nefarious effects of replication, complication and even postplication. He 



informs us that the long forgotten seven pillars of wisdom are currently 
perforating a most deplorable background of insufficient eternity, The New 
York Times is often mentioned and countless isms are evoked, on and on. 

I look at the painting nearest to me. It is St. Peter; crucified. He stares 
back at me pleadingly, nailed upside down but somewhat slanting at an even 
more painful angle, his blood-soaked hair surpassing the painting's frame 
drips, shaping a steaming acrylic puddle on the floor. I really cannot help Pete 
right now. I shun his gape and embarrassed by my Roman descent I try to 
reach my friend crossing the hollow around the nervous critic. 

I ask my friend what on Earth did he do to the dying saint. He says 
that's not his painting and he never painted undead Jews. Ok then, but where 
is his stuff? Next room, he tells me. I go back there to check. 
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Here, another immense hall and one awfully small painting hung in the 
distance, on the opposite wall. I begin to walk forward too see my friend's 
work. The painting though, keeps drawing itself back, preserving its initial 
remoteness in spite of my physical advance toward it. I remember I have also 
forgotten my eyeglasses home so I give up this uncanny chase and return in 
the first room. 

The speaker is still going strong; this time we learn that the matter in 
general excels in its sad nature and that the same sadness engulfs our flesh, 
while we, the ignorant bearers of such a wretched scourge, are being carefully 
tailored by a vast array of quantumoid conspirators, to fit the terrible chasm 
isolating the figurative lessnessness from the more abstract lessnessless 
and... 



noSOMEthingology 
57 



I cannot see my friend, perhaps he left, but there he is, gun in hand. I 
ask him what his painting's title is, what's it about? He laughs. 
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I don't even know what to worry about first; Pete's handgun or his 
intriguing painting I could not see last night. I'll go back to the gallery, that's 
Dom chirodea ^ or sure - I'M pretend I'm a collector or an art dealer and ask to see it; maybe 
even buy it. It's about the right time now, 7 PM or thereabouts. Let's go. 

The place is shut down, dark, no night-lights, three padlocks on its iron 
gate. I walk around the corner in the back alley; I don't even act as if peeing, I 
openly test the gallery's emergency side door. Piece of cake, I don't even need 
a crowbar. 



I'm in. Inside, a very faint light, white enough to see a little. I can't figure 
out what my intentions are. What am I doing? Anyway, let's find the painting. 
I take a left and there I am, in the right place, the one with Pete's painting. I 
walk hunched, I don't know why. 

Complete silence, I stop. I need a plan, some mental sketch of my 
ridiculous liabilities. 

What if the painting keeps receding away from me again? Or if there 
is some guard watching. How do I work this out? I decide I must fake 
an unassuming gait and head directly to the painting. What the hell can 
happen? 



noSOMEthingology 
59 



Mj.R9l 



xj 



• tn 



Ion 
Doru Chirodea ta 



60 n 

O 



PEDO PERP ETUO 

wuM&cabw el h o r i 

z onte perpendicular un 

ettfattrfke de camotes cafdos 

de un cjc lapidario "agua" decia 

en el asfalt© carmesi un semafor 

o de crejas vacas chlsmeando por 

el tunel de mis -tripas- vegetates,,, , , 

SobomaR 



Peter al Kousath bin Web is my painter friend's pen name, or brush 
name, to be precise. I wonder again if something bad has happened to him 
last night. He and his 38. Not good. 

In his better days, he used to import baby body parts from Romania. He 
was flying the babies alive to Mexico City, zap them there in some favela, pack 
their tiny eyeballs, livers, kidneys and throbbing hearts and then ship them in 
refrigerated parcels overnight express to Montreal. 

I remember I've asked him once, whether he had ever insured those 
packages. He said it was quite impossible. He complained the international 
regulations have constantly prevented him to exercise his basic right to such 
a common sense business procedure. The postal authorities had always 
maintained that it is illegal to insure any parcel once it is clearly marked 
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UNCLAIMED HUMANITARIAN AID - FOR ROMANIA - PLEASE RETURN TO 
SENDER 



I can scarcely tell things apart, I'm scared stiff amid this darkness. 
Nevertheless, I did make it. Pete's painting is right in front of me. I can see it 
now; it's about five by eight inches, business envelope size, oil on canvas. Its 
label reads: "Female Spotted Hyena & Four Cubs." 

In the picture, a ferocious mammal much larger than its own flaunt 
image, displays her pseudo-penis dangling above three half-eaten cubs. 
Uncertain, I count again the unlucky hyena babies. There are but three of 
them indeed. 



Pete Web paints since the early seventies but he is only about sixty- 
something these days. Web's Web site Page starts with a short video where 
he and one underage fat girl engage in some rather atypical anal sex involving 
dangerous carpentry tools and various other promiscuous gadgets. He calls 
his young lady Anna La, apropos of Shangri La I guess, or something. I have 
never cared to elucidate. 

Web sells LSD. When it comes to things, that's his occupation. Ever 
since I've known him, he had always sold LSD, Page after Page. His mother 
was, and still is, his best customer. She does not buy it by the square as any 
other regular client does; she always bought it in huge quantities, by the Page, 
one or two at the time, depending on the discount she negotiated with her 
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son. By the way, once she bought one entire stash, one whole Directory of it, 
thousands of doses. 

As a friend, I suggested to Web to cool it a notch and stop advertising 
the sell of illegal drugs over the Net, not to mention the sex scene on his Web 
home Page. At least, to have the decency to self-censor the part where his 
mother is watching them going at it or please mute those funny squeals the 
elderly ogler squeaks. It is most unbecoming of a ninety-year-old nice and 
abjectly spaced-out grandma. 

He tells me, I'm a big-time idiot and I'll never figure out how things work 
in the States. "What can a dense Romanian understand? Look dick head! In 
this country, we do whatever the fuck we want! Moreover, whilst we invented 
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Canada, the rest of you losers, believed hot water was the warmer variety of 
the cold one. You, Goddamn surfing Pechenegonians!" 

It is true; sometimes my Web gets really tense, but he delivers. Web's 
old fashion though; he uses snail-DHL. 



Should I steal the painting? I don't know. It makes no sense. After all, 
it's my friend's property. I really don't know. Should I snatch it or what? I hear 
some noises. Frozen I listen. There is something going on in the next room. 
Forget it! I grab the picture and run. 



Once again, something is following me in the night rain. I run faster, 
faster and faster and when I gather enough guts, I look back. 

Behind me, one hyena puppy limps hurriedly on the glistening broken 
sidewalk. 

When I stop, he stops. When I move, he moves. 

noSOMEthingology 

The two of us, dripping wet, dissolve in the clammy night. The molten ^ 

man, the already future beast, a kind of us, an almost we, both randomly 
synchronized in a dance, I'd rather not dance... 

Shoe liners I need, I need shoe linings! 
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I can't comprehend how you can go through life without shoe liners. 
Lining between you and the shoe, lining between you and you and to 
morrow. 

Protection, is the main word. Sliced zero and stuck in-between your 
limbs and the edge on your side of the world you step on. 

or 

noSOMEthingology 
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"a fugitive and a vagabond shalt thou be in the earth" , you cannot even 
be killed... 
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to name him Abel 
to love him as niaC 
to call him Cato 
or 
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I left'm there 

to cool off 

too much buccal sex 

makes me hornier than God 

noSOMEthingology 

gotta run now off sense ^ 

me lucky lobster!? 
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Nistri 



- You know what? There's but one thing that kills [on] this world. The 
future. Only the future kills. All the rest is dust in your eyes. Just listen to what 
I'm telling you. I see you keep writing. Come to your senses idiot, the truth 
can't be on a piece of paper. Your graphregurgitations mean nothing. Only 
one truth is true. Namely the o... the... r... The one that... 

Anna La 

noSOMEthingology 

- Zip it! Aberrations. You know nothing. Fuck you, stupid! You left me ^ 

alone at the Small Train Station. Not even when I can't kill myself you're not 

by me... 

The phone rings. Anna La answers. 

- Yep!? Yes! Alo, who is this? Who? Anna La? What Anna La? Which one? 
So... ? 
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- What does she want? 

- 1 don't know what... She says... says she took a look around and went 
bananas. Says she saw there isn't anymore any kind of... whachamacallit, 
kind... ness, among us, no matter how hard you'd try to find it. 

Precariously the night leans, on us, on scraps of us, on the naked noSO MEthinaoio 
lightbulb that has burnt out. ^ 

We just sit. 

We silently hem this eyelid of blackness with even muter needles. 
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It is as if we wait. 

Selfaccumulated by the pound, by chunks, in shreads. 

The darkness abrades us, all three of us, one by one. 

We're still three but we become fewer and fewer, more reduced, 
morphdiminuated, more translucent at touch. 
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Two Anna La, one Nistri and one I, both of us four bipedals, blocked 
within the apartment's concrete slabs, around the plywood table, almost 
present, somewhat unsad. 

However, for about a year now, Nistri has a roommate, a blind bonobo. 



He keeps her free, locked in his apartment. 

Each time he comes home, the creature, white-eyed and busted by 
fervor, jumps in his arms, throws him all over the floor, kisses him, climbs on 
him and with her legs widely spread desperately rubs against him, from his 
shiny shoes all the way to his head and for hours on end pumps, determined, 
all fleshy and gooey. Her claws slippery with joy dig mute signs into Nistri's 
scared skin, a Nistri composed of flickery cells that busily peck away at the 
trace left by the hedgerow standing between nothing and nothing. 

Nistri is very polite with his dear Bonobie, he brings her flowers and 
provides her with everything she needs. Water, glucose, codeine, lighter fluid, 
paint thinner, gas, red phosphorus, yarsagumba, photos with Obama dead, 
with Lumumba alive and zakuska. 
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